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   About the Author

   
   Amy Myers was born in Kent. After taking a degree in English Literature, she was director of a London publishing company and
     is now a writer and a freelance editor. She is married to an American and they live in a Kentish village on the North Downs.
     As well as writing the hugely popular Auguste Didier crime series, Amy Myers has also written five Kentish sagas, under the
     name Harriet Hudson, that are also available in ebook from Headline.
   

   
   Praise for Amy Myers’ previous Victorian crime novels featuring Auguste Didier, also available in ebook from Headline:

   
   ‘Wittily written and intricately plotted with some fine characterisation. Perfection’ Best

   
   ‘Reading like a cross between Hercule Poirot and Mrs Beeton . . . this feast of entertainment is packed with splendid late-Victorian
     detail’ Evening Standard

   
   ‘What a marvellous tale of Victorian mores and murders this is – an entertaining whodunnit that whets the appetite of mystery
     lovers and foodies alike’ Kent Today

   
   ‘Delightfully written, light, amusing and witty. I look forward to Auguste Didier’s next banquet of delights’ Eastern Daily Press

   
   ‘Plenty of fun, along with murder and mystery . . . as brilliantly coloured as a picture postcard’ Dartmouth Chronicle

   
   ‘Classically murderous’ Woman’s Own

   
   ‘An amusing Victorian whodunnit’ Netta Martin, Annabel

   
   ‘Impossible to put down’ Kent Messenger

   
   ‘An intriguing Victorian whodunnit’ Daily Examiner

  



   
   


   Also by Amy Myers and available in ebook from Headline

   Victorian crime series featuring Auguste Didier

   
   1. Murder in Pug’s Parlour
2. Murder in the Limelight
3. Murder at Plum’s
4. Murder at the Masque
5. Murder makes an Entrée
6. Murder under the Kissing Bough
7. Murder in the Smokehouse
8. Murder at the Music Hall
9. Murder in the Motor Stable

   
   And Kentish sagas written under the name Harriet Hudson
also available in ebook from Headline

   
   Look for Me by Moonlight
When Nightingales Sang
The Sun in Glory
The Wooing of Katie May
The Girl from Gadsby’s

  



   
   
   About the Book

   
   Murder was not on the agenda when the Ladies’ Motoring Club committee decided to organise a run of their 1904 motor cars from
     London to Canterbury under the patronage of His Majesty King Edward VII. It is to be the occasion of the official Motor Club
     of Great Britain road trials for the electrically powered Dolly Dobbs, which its inventor claims has overcome the need for
     constant recharging of batteries – and this is its first public outing, after months of secrecy.
   

   
   Trouble is on the way, however, for the Dolly Dobbs sparks off mighty passions: from rival inventor Thomas Bailey determined
     to beat it; from the Duchess of Dewbury who hopes to drive it; from Hester Hart, the famous lady traveller recently returned
     to England; from Lady Bullinger, leader of the club’s ‘racers’; from Hortensia Millward, leader of the Horse Against Motor
     Car Society and, indeed, it seems, from many others who frequent the club’s London headquarters and motor stable.
   

   
   In the club’s kitchens, Auguste Didier presents the members with a cuisine worthy of his position as master chef. But when
     hidden passions explode into hideous murder and Inspector Egbert Rose of Scotland Yard is called in, Auguste’s other skills
     as sleuth are put to the test once more, as he battles to help solve the case.
   

  



   
   
   

   
   For James

   car buff extraordinaire

with love

   
  



   
   
   
   Author’s Note

   
   Murder at the Motor Stable would never have chugged out on to the road without the support of my publishers, especially Jane Morpeth and Andi Blackwell
     of Headline, and my agent Dorothy Lumley of the Dorian Literary Agency, and to them my great thanks.
   

   
   I am also very grateful to Fred Ferrier and my husband James Myers, car buffs both, for their help and suggestions, and to
     Bernard Pfrunder.
   

   
   Lastly, I owe an apology to His Late Majesty King Edward VII for having forced him to accept an engagement in Kent on a day
     when in fact he was beginning a three-day tour of Liverpool, Swansea and Birmingham.
   

   
  



   
   
   
   Prologue

   
   Hester Hart hailed the White Cliffs of Dover from the top deck of the Belgian mail steamer with an enthusiasm worthy of William
     the Conqueror leaping on to Pevensey Beach. A new kingdom lay before her, the land of her birth. The newly dubbed Queen of
     the Desert, daughter of Sir Herbert Hart, button manufacturer to royalty, was about to begin her next and most important conquest.
   

   
   Below, on Admiralty Pier, as the ship docked, she could see porters and seamen swarming like ants, with several English policemen
     stolidly in their midst. You could find ants the world over, dragomen, muleteers, labourers of all sorts; a few shekels and
     they were happy. If only English society conformed to such simple standards, she would never have embarked on her travels;
     services rendered were repaid by disservices, unless you were among the élite. She smouldered as memories flooded back. Settlement
     of old scores required planning and thought, and she had had a long time to devote to them. Fifteen years ago, in 1889 she
     had set out to march in the steps of Jane Digby and Hester Stanhope. Now it was 1904, a new century, and unlike her predecessors
     she was coming back to force society to clasp her to its so tightly corseted bosom.
   

   
   As the gangplank went down and porters swarmed up on to the decks, she indicated her small baggage to a rough-looking Dovorian, comparing him unfavourably with the Arab dragomen
     who had enlivened her travels. Her corded trunks had been despatched in advance with the precious burdens on which her entire
     plan was based, and this fellow could wreak little harm on the possessions she had with her.
   

   
   ‘London,’ she told him curtly.

   
   ‘First class, madam?’

   
   Hester was annoyed. Couldn’t the fellow tell? Naturally she was travelling first class. This was England, not Syria.

   
   Inferior to dragomen the Dovorian might appear, but he knew when his 3d charge was at risk, and once past His Majesty’s Customs
     led the way straight to a Ladies Only carriage.
   

   
   The keen April wind strained at the hatpin moorings of her peacock-feathered large-brimmed hat as Hester paid the fellow off,
     now well pleased. Ladies Only. Yes, at last she would be awarded her rightful place in society, after all the snubs and rejections. She would storm
     its portals; not only would she ruffle the pretty feathers of those who had once barred her way, she would pick those pretty
     chickens off one by one.
   

   
   And she had decided just where to start: the newly formed Ladies’ Motoring Club, run by some tinpot Russian princess . . .

  



   
   
   Chapter One

   
   ‘I would rather die, son of a goat.’

   
   Auguste Didier, distracted from the filets de sole à la Tatiana by his chef’s passionate cry, hurried to intervene. Common sense told him that this incident was one more round in the feud
     between his chef Pierre Calille and Luigi Peroni, the club restaurant’s maître d’, and if it were not resolved, dinner would
     be the principal victim. Grimly, he took control.
   

   
   ‘What is so important as to interrupt the making of a mayonnaise?’

   
   ‘Mint, Monsieur Didier.’ Luigi was only too happy to impart the bad tidings to Pierre’s superior who was, moreover, the husband
     of the Madam President of the Ladies’ Motoring Club. ‘There have been complaints.’
   

   
   ‘But English ladies like mint.’ Auguste was puzzled. ‘Indeed, some recognise no other herb.’

   
   ‘Not in rissoles.’ Luigi oozed smugness.
   

   
   ‘Rissoles?’ Pierre shrieked. ‘They were croquettes of the finest quality. Monsieur Escoffier himself encourages novelty.’
   

   
   ‘Unfortunately, Pierre, ladies like Lady Bullinger do not always appreciate novelty,’ Auguste said gently.

   
   ‘And I do not appreciate being told how to cook by a mere waiter,’ howled Pierre. ‘How can I be a slave to English taste when
     I have come to reform it?’
   

   
   
   Auguste had some sympathy with this viewpoint, but in the interests of his wife’s club, compromise was obviously called for.
     ‘Perhaps a little less mint—’
   

   
   ‘It is unsubtle, like your cooking,’ Luigi cut in, seeing the tide flowing in his favour. ‘Not like basil.’

   
   ‘Basil subtle?’ Pierre’s dark eyes flashed. ‘I have read Mr Keats’ poem “Isabella”. Italians used pots of basil for burying
     heads in.’
   

   
   ‘I will bury yours, dog.’ Luigi was thrown from his usual poise by an unfair dig at his national honour. ‘I am responsible
     for—’
   

   
   ‘I,’ Auguste informed them loudly, ‘am responsible for dinner tonight. Shall we proceed?’ He mentally thanked his father for
     choosing an English wife whose genes usually predominated in time of trouble, a useful gift for a Provençal stuck between
     the Milanese maître d’ and the Marseille-born Pierre, he reflected. He liked both men though his preference was for the stalwart,
     philosophical Pierre. To look at they were not dissimilar; both were in their early thirties, of roughly the same height as
     himself, 5 feet 10 inches, both dark-haired, of medium build, with the liquid dark eyes and complexion of the Latin. Where
     Pierre’s held passionate concern for his calling, Luigi’s were amused and detached. The one, Auguste guessed, had a strict
     moral code; the other, he suspected, lacked it. However, all that concerned him was that when they were quarrelling the club
     failed to run smoothly. Like now.
   

   
   ‘What is that?’ He suddenly awoke to the fact that the far distant rumble of voices to which he had hitherto paid little heed was becoming
     not only louder but ominously so. Moreover the clang of the iron gates of Milton House in London’s Petty France suggested
     the noise might have something to do with his wife’s motoring club.
   

   
   
   ‘Dolly Dobbs,’ shouted Luigi excitedly.

   
   ‘A new member, like Miss Hester Hart?’ Auguste asked. He could not remember his wife Tatiana mentioning her.

   
   ‘Not like Miss Hart.’ Luigi laughed. ‘Unless Miss Hart has changed into a motorcar.’
   

   
   ‘No,’ Pierre retorted. ‘Miss Hart is a splendid lady, dog.’

   
   This was not what Auguste had heard, and from Luigi’s snort of derision not his experience.

   
   ‘Where have you met her, peasant?’
   

   
   ‘I have seen in the newspapers that she has accomplished great things. It is an honour to cook for her.’

   
   The noise outside was growing even louder and the rest of the kitchen staff were edging towards the door, Auguste noticed.

   
   ‘But what is this Dolly Dobbs?’ he asked. He dimly remembered Tatiana saying something at breakfast about the arrival of a
     new experimental motorcar but as he had been meditating at the time on an exciting new recipe for a sauce for roast woodcock,
     he had forgotten the details. His duty, however, was to dinner, which Tatiana had maintained should be an extra special one tonight, and he was a little hurt
     to find that no one shared his concern. He cast an anxious and loving eye at the purée for the sole, then curiosity overtaking
     even him as to the reason for the hullabaloo, he followed Luigi and Pierre, mint forgotten, to the area steps. The racket
     outside did not suggest joyful welcome.
   

   
   He was correct. As he emerged into the courtyard the whole of Petty France was seething with something akin to a French Revolutionary
     mob on its way to the guillotine with a few hundred prize aristos. In this case, their fury appeared to be directed against
     a large object swathed in canvas on a wagon drawn by two stalwart horses and at present wedged just inside the gates of Milton House, unable to proceed for the numbers of both male and female angry demonstrators surrounding
     it.
   

   
   ‘Down with cars!’ The shrill voice of the leader of the mob, a wirily-built lady of middle years with a determined chin and
     a huge placard bearing the legend ‘The Car Is the Beast of Doom’, brought more supporters pushing their way into the courtyard.
     ‘Uphold the rights of the horse,’ she shrieked, whipping her flock into renewed frenzy.
   

   
   Those rights did not appear to include free passage to plod on their way, Auguste was amused to notice, as a forest of gloved
     hands clutched at their four-footed friends’ reins. Their leader pulled off the canvas covering with a victorious cry of ‘Hams!’
   

   
   The mob pressed eagerly forward but the noise abruptly ceased, followed by a murmur of what might have been surprise, disappointment
     or merely regrouping for the final assault.
   

   
   What had been revealed was, to Auguste’s eye at least, merely another motorcar, its only striking characteristic the bright
     red paint. It was a landaulet, with an open top, a rear seat for extra passengers, four wheels and a steering pillar. There
     was nothing in front of the steering pillar to hold an engine, but even he was aware that in some motorcars that was not unusual.
   

   
   What then was so exciting about the Dolly Dobbs? The expert eye, Auguste concluded, might be interested in the fact that the
     running boards curved up to extra wide and flat-topped mudguards, but to him (and he suspected to the mob, some of whom were
     looking as if they had been baulked of their prey) it was just an ordinary motorcar.
   

   
   The brief flicker of his own professional interest aroused by the cry of ‘Hams’ also died, as his wife hurtled past him towards
     the fracas, hatless, gloveless and pausing only to command his instant assistance. ‘Aux armes, mon ami, it’s the Horse Against Motor Car Society. That is the Dolly Dobbs, and that is Mrs Hortensia Millward.’
   

   
   Auguste’s view was that a motorcar should have the decency to arrive under its own steam – or petrol if it preferred – but
     he knew better than to voice it, much as he would have loved to call out like small boys everywhere at a car in trouble: ‘Get
     a horse!’
   

   
   Tatiana, her usual calm face alive with excitement, and regardless of her delicate cream linen summer gown, threw herself
     into the mob, now regaining its enthusiasm and to Auguste’s added horror, this just as Hortensia Millward seemed bent on dragging
     the driver of the wagon, Mr Frederick Gale, the stalwart club engineer, down from his seat. As Mrs Millward hopped up and
     down, with the help of wheel and running board, impatiently hitching her brown skirt up to knee height in the interests of
     the Hams, Fred jumped up and flung his arms round the Dolly Dobbs’s steering pillar in a loving embrace.
   

   
   ‘Now!’
   

   
   A small party of die-hards, who had obviously learned their tactics at the Khyber Pass, rushed forward at their leader’s shout,
     to make a combined assault on Fred and his passenger, a mild-looking young man with spectacles who sat hypnotised with fright.
   

   
   Appalled, Auguste dragged Tatiana back as she was about to launch herself at Mrs Millward in Fred’s defence and nobly inserted
     his own body between Fred, half a dozen angular corseted bodies armed with stout wood placard supports, and a middle-aged
     man with the air of one finding himself in the midst of the Eton Wall Game by mistake.
   

   
   ‘Mrs Millward, don’t you dare touch him!’ Tatiana shouted.

   
   
   Hortensia, her purple silk hat knocked askew through hatpins insufficient to withstand the ferocity of her assault, was momentarily
     deflected from her purpose.
   

   
   ‘Why not?’

   
   ‘He’s a living creature, just like a horse.’

   
   ‘Then he should not work with contraptions of the Devil.’

   
   Auguste, a placard jammed at his neck and restrained by three pairs of feminine arms, decided not to join the debate. He loathed
     motorcars.
   

   
   ‘Motorcars are the future.’ Tatiana finally forced her way though to Hortensia and faced her grimly, arms akimbo.

   
   ‘Horses are friend to rich and poor.’

   
   ‘And did not the poor benefit equally from the invention of the wheel?’

   
   ‘How many more faithful friends are to be terrified or cast aside unwanted? How many more frail women tumbled off bicycles
     from fear of your monsters? They should never have repealed the Red Flag Act!’ Hortensia, bored with rational argument, made
     a renewed assault on Fred – he was attempting to follow his passenger, who had now been released from his trance, had leapt
     from his seat and had sprung to the defence of the Dolly Dobbs. It was clear from the passionate way he spread-eagled himself
     against it that he was intimately involved with the lady; he gazed into a future of untold magnificence.
   

   
   ‘My invention will revolutionise all your lives, ladies.’ He opened his arms towards them in fervent appeal. ‘Last year the
     Wright Brothers conquered the air. This year I, Harold Dobbs of Upper Norwood, will conquer earth.’
   

   
   Hortensia was not impressed. ‘What’s this contraption going to do? Fly out of its stable?’

   
   Harold Dobbs was saved from the crowd’s apparent plan of guillotining him forthwith by the arrival of the full majesty of the law in the form of two police constables who persuaded
     the crowd to retreat from the courtyard back into Petty France. Faces remained glued to the railings nevertheless, as the
     horses plodded round to the motor stable with their presumably precious burden.
   

   
   ‘Do you think Hortensia won that round?’ Tatiana asked glumly. The lace at her neck had been torn by over-eager Hams, and
     her green sash had disappeared.
   

   
   Auguste had almost been garrotted by his apron strings, his white hat was jammed over one eye, and his eye would undoubtedly
     shortly be black. Nevertheless, he had a vague memory of having once promised he would care for and support this woman for
     the rest of his life. ‘If so, she will not win the war, chérie.’ Unfortunately, in his view.
   

   
   ‘Hortensia has influence. Her husband is a well-known archaeologist. He was here today. They say he’ll be knighted soon.’

   
   ‘It is not like you to admit that this is a factor to be considered.’

   
   ‘It is the way of the world and, more important, it is the way of London. I hope she does not deter ladies from joining my
     club. The whole point of my horse-training programme is that horses and motorcars can live together.’ Tatiana was perturbed.
     Auguste had a faint recollection of her telling him recently of her rota to send members with their cars to horse owners’
     homes for training sessions to accustom horses to motorcars. It was Auguste’s treacherous view, shared by most horse owners,
     that motorcars should accustom themselves to horses rather than the other way round.
   

   
   ‘How could anyone not admire it?’ Tatiana’s dark eyes were fixed lovingly on the Dolly Dobbs as they followed the wagon round to the motor stable at the rear of the club’s headquarters. ‘But it is terrible that Hortensia got wind of its arrival
     – the car is supposed to be a secret.’
   

   
   ‘What is so secret about it? It is painted bright red.’

   
   ‘It is not a partridge, chéri; it does not need camouflage against its enemies. And it is very secret indeed. Its official Motor Club of Great Britain trials are on the twenty-first of July, next Thursday, and no one
     must even see it before its first public appearance this Saturday.’
   

   
   ‘But now they have.’

   
   ‘Aha.’ Tatiana paused mysteriously, as lifting gear was lovingly placed by its inventor round his beloved’s bodywork, once
     Fred had manoeuvred the wagon into the entrance of one of the motor houses.
   

   
   The old carriage house had now been converted into a motor stable with ten motor houses, a repair and washing house and separate
     benzine house a short distance away. With all the motor house doors open this hot Tuesday afternoon, the motorcars looked
     uncommonly like horses poking their noses out. Perhaps he should offer them carrots? Auguste thought benignly. The Dolly Dobbs
     was being housed next to the repair house, as was usual for motors requiring special attention.
   

   
   ‘What you have seen is only the shell,’ Tatiana whispered. ‘It has been brought here early to receive its very special equipment.
     It was even stripped of its battery of accumulators for the journey.’
   

   
   Auguste displayed an intelligent interest in his wife’s career. ‘You mean it is an electric car? But they have been invented
     already.’ The open landaulet was unlike the tall electric broughams he was used to seeing in London streets.
   

   
   He instantly regretted his rashness. Tatiana’s eyes lit up as she drew breath for a full explanation. ‘Of course, but they are limited in their use by their range. They can manage only about fifty miles before
     the battery has to be recharged or changed. So in practice they are limited to town work or to country houses with their own
     electric lighting plant. It is true,’ she continued with the same enthusiasm that Auguste would devote to a bavarois, ‘the number of garages in the country is increasing now and batteries can be changed easily, but that is no help if the
     battery is exhausted on the open road.’
   

   
   ‘So the Dolly Dobbs will carry a spare battery?’ Auguste tried again, ignoring his throbbing eye.

   
   ‘A spare?’ Tatiana was amazed at such ignorance. ‘Weight versus range is the whole problem. How can they carry another battery? They
     would travel even less distance. Of course, if the secret Edison battery being developed fulfils expectations . . .’
   

   
   Auguste’s attention wandered. Motoring was much like cooking, after all. Too much flavouring and a dish was ruined; too little
     produced the same result. ‘So what is different about the Dolly Dobbs?’ Auguste brought himself back with some effort from
     a memory of his écrevisses à la Maisie.
   

   
   ‘The same as that between a soufflé à la Mrs Marshall and a masterpiece by Auguste Didier.’
   

   
   Auguste looked at Tatiana suspiciously for any sign of irony. ‘It is true my soufflé des violettes is of great quality, though perhaps vanilla is not—’
   

   
   ‘Harold Dobbs has solved the problem – or so he claims.’
   

   
   ‘You mean whether vanilla is essential to bring out the flavour—’

   
   ‘I do not mean that, Auguste.’ Tatiana looked annoyed. ‘The problem of the range of the electric car.’

   
   
   ‘How?’ her husband asked penitently.

   
   ‘Would you reveal the secret of a new recipe before tasting it?’ Tatiana replied loftily. In fact she did not know, much to
     her chagrin. ‘But you will see the car for yourself at the trials.’
   

   
   ‘I will?’ Auguste was instantly suspicious.

   
   ‘It is to be a rally and social event as well as the official Motor Club of Great Britain road trial for the Dolly Dobbs.
     The whole club will leave in procession from Hyde Park Corner. We shall drive our motorcars along the Dover road to Martyr
     House near Barham Downs on the far side of Canterbury, where His Majesty will greet us. He is staying with the Earl of Tunstall.’
   

   
   ‘And the Countess?’ Auguste could not resist innocently adding, since Isabel, Lady Tunstall, was well-known in society for
     her lack of adherence to the marriage vows.
   

   
   ‘As you say, and the Countess.’ The wild oats of His Majesty might all now be cast but there was still room for respectably
     cultivated wheat in his social itinerary.
   

   
   Auguste greeted Tatiana’s news with even more foreboding. In his experience any event with both His Majesty and himself involved
     was likely to go seriously wrong, usually to the detriment of Auguste Didier. He must resist Tatiana’s pleas to accompany
     her on the Léon Bollée at all costs, he decided. ‘Delighted though I would be to meet Bertie again, I fear, chérie, I have arranged to discuss Dining With Didier with my publisher.’ There was a great deal more of his projected ten-volume magnum opus in his head than there was on paper,
     but it proved a most useful ‘Bunbury’, to employ Mr Oscar Wilde’s method of evading unwelcome appointments.
   

   
   ‘You must cancel it.’

   
   ‘Je m’excuse?’
   

   
   ‘There is the banquet.’

   
   
   ‘What banquet?’

   
   ‘The one you are to prepare in the gardens of Martyr House next Thursday.’

   
   There was a brief silence.

   
   ‘I could not tell you before, Auguste,’ Tatiana added placatingly. ‘Bertie has only just thought of it.’

   
   Various verbs that combined well with Bertie rose to Auguste’s lips, but what was the point of letting fly with them?

   
   There were distinct disadvantages in marrying into even the outer purlieus of the British royal family, but the chief one
     was the restriction on his cooking. An artist should be free, not ordered as to where he could or not practise his art. Did
     the Pope order Michelangelo to paint only for him? No. Yet His Majesty King Edward VII had made it a condition of his marriage
     to Tatiana, a remote Romanov and hence his cousin, that he should not cook for gainful employment; he might (like Alexis Soyer,
     Auguste seethed) cook for charity, he might cook at private homes, and he bally well had to cook for the King whenever so commanded.
   

   
   When Tatiana opened her Ladies’ Motoring Club earlier this year, Auguste had been overwhelmed with pleasure when she asked
     him to be honorary chef at important dinners and banquets, of which tonight was one. Cooking banquets for the King was a different
     matter, not because he had any doubts as to his ability to outshine any other chef in the country (save his old maître Escoffier
     perhaps), but because he and his friend Chief Inspector Egbert Rose of Scotland Yard had found that the King and themselves,
     once in proximity, had an unfortunate tendency to run into calamity. On several occasions the calamity had been murder, and
     Auguste had been forced into the role of detective. He disliked it; he was a chef, not a Sherlock. He saw the apprehensive eyes of his wife, however, and nobly replied, ‘How delightful.’
   

   
   Relieved, Tatiana laughed. ‘I will drive you down.’

   
   ‘Won’t you be driving the Dolly Dobbs?’ He could at least avoid this ordeal.

   
   ‘No. Agatha – the Duchess of Dewbury – is to drive it, since she is its inventor’s patron.’

   
   Auguste faced the inevitable. The banquet must be prepared in meticulous detail and transported from London; he might make
     a last-minute appeal to travel earlier. And even if it was refused, if Hortensia Millward heard of the trials it could hardly
     fail to prove a most spirited journey. Mounted highwaymen at Blackheath were a distinct possibility. Auguste cheered up, even
     if it would mean the waste of a July day when he might be in their small Queen Anne’s Gate garden discussing recipes with
     Mrs Jolly, their cook.
   

   
   ‘Very well. I will prepare a banquet to excel over all banquets. And furthermore the dinner tonight will be my finest. You
     shall enjoy every morsel.’
   

   
   ‘I hope so.’

   
   ‘Why do you doubt it?’ Auguste was somewhat indignant.

   
   ‘I have my committee meeting first.’

   
   ‘But what is so unusual about this meeting?’
   

   
   ‘The agenda.’

   
   ‘And that is?’

   
   ‘Hats and Hester Hart.’

   
   The treasurer of the Ladies’ Motoring Club, Lady Bullinger, crammed her cap on to her coiffured hair as firmly as she wished
     she could crush that upstart Hester Hart. The man’s cap, goggles, serviceable large fingerless gloves and tightly-fitting
     buttoned mackintosh coat made an odd match with her blue evening dinner dress, but Maud was a practical woman, and the evening was damp.
   

   
   ‘What are your views on snakes, Snelgrove?’ she demanded of her maid as the latter handed her the hatbox containing a more
     suitable head-covering for fashionable dining.
   

   
   Snelgrove had only seen snakes in the reptile house of the Zoological Gardens; no gallivanting over the Continent in a racing
     car like her ladyship, but she had her answer ready.
   

   
   ‘Keep an eye on them, milady.’

   
   Lady Bullinger snorted. ‘Quite right, Snelgrove.’

   
   That was what she would do to Hester Hart. One couldn’t go anywhere this season without falling over that woman, seeing her
     face grinning out from the pages of the Illustrated London News, posed at Palmyra, dallying in Damascus, jolting through Jericho, and, worse, lording it over London. Every time she was
     forced to greet the woman in the Motoring Club or out of it, she had the temerity to hint that she had not forgotten their
     earlier acquaintance. Well, nor had Maud. She wasn’t ashamed of what she’d done. On the contrary, she was proud of it. All
     the knighthoods in the world couldn’t have taken the buttons out of that family. All the same, Maud was a practical woman.
     It might be better not to antagonise Miss Hart, as society now seemed determined to lionise her. By next season she would
     be forgotten, but for the moment it was wiser to tolerate her.
   

   
   Like HMS Warrior under full steam, Lady Bullinger headed down the stairs of her Wimpole Street town house, imperiously waved the motor servant
     out of the driving seat and into the rear, and took the wheel of her new 6-cylinder Napier touring car herself.
   

   
   As she roared into Oxford Street, she momentarily forgot she was not in her Napier racer now, and strained the newly permitted
     speed of 20 mph to the limit. She seized the speed lever to change to a lower speed, wishing it were Hester Hart’s neck. She turned her mind to happier subjects. Soon she’d
     have all the opportunity she wanted to drive fast, when she began practising in earnest for the International Women’s Race
     in France in October. There was no doubt now that she would be the representative for England. Who else was there? No one.
   

   
   Maud gave a triumphant squeeze to the hooter, and two elderly gentlemen in Piccadilly leapt for safety. She was looking forward
     to dining with Phyllis and Roderick this evening after the meeting. True, her godson could have done better for himself than
     affiancing himself to a musical comedy actress, but the gel was at least presentable in society. Unlike Hester Hart.
   

   
   Some mile or so away in Mayfair, Maud’s sister-in-law, the Duchess of Dewbury, secretary to the Ladies’ Motoring Club, studied
     herself critically in the mirror. She was preoccupied with her own blonde charm at forty and had little time to spare to meditate
     upon Miss Hester Hart. That old business was over years ago. She, Agatha, was at the peak of her mature beauty, and whatever
     pretensions Hester Hart might have, beauty could hardly be amongst them. Her skin was over-tended by sun and under-tended
     by cold cream, her hair unblessed by regular applications of rosemary rinse, and her face was as long as that of the camels
     on which she no doubt traversed the deserts. Camels, the Duchess reflected, had rather softer faces than Hester Hart. But
     then poor Hester, although almost forty, had never married. She had never known how to make the best of herself, not that
     there was much to make with that father, as round and fat as the buttons he made and a familiar manner that no doubt went
     down well at his local Oddfellows’ Friendly Society meetings but which failed to find acceptance in refined London society.
     Still, she might as well be kind to the poor woman, now she was a fellow member of the Ladies’ Motoring Club. Vaguely she
     wondered why Hester had joined, and what make of car she might drive. Would she be a Racer, like herself and Maud, seeking
     excitement and adventure in this developing sport, or a Rabbit, like Isabel Tunstall and Phyllis Lockwood who saw the motorcar
     as a kind of fashion accessory?
   

   
   She suspected the former – in which case Maud might have to look to her laurels. Poor old Maud. Fortunately her own position
     was secure as patroness of the Dolly Dobbs. Which motor should she take this evening? Exciting though her little Horbick two-seater
     was, it would involve sending her maid ahead to the club to attend to her hair and complexion on arrival. It would have to
     be Harry’s Mercedes.
   

   
   Phyllis Lockwood, committee member, executed a pirouette in the bedroom of her Belgravia home and thought how beautiful she
     was. Her latest musical play had just finished its run and she was therefore out of the public eye until the London season
     began again in the autumn. Her only task was to pose for postcards at Messrs Ellis and Walery for her devoted public. Fortunately
     this meant she had all the more time to enjoy with Roderick and they could marry at the beginning of the season. She was so
     glad that her great-great-grandmother was the seventh daughter of a baron and thus her career as an actress did not preclude
     her marriage into London society, with a wedding in St George’s, Hanover Square. She adored Roderick; with his black hair
     and romantic looks he could have stepped straight off the stage of a musical play himself, although he was a racing driver,
     not an actor. She had joined the Ladies’ Motoring Club to please him. After all, motor racing was a most exciting sport – if one
     did not have to take part in it oneself. Fortunately, Tatiana had made it clear that the club was to promote interest in all
     kinds of motoring, not just racing.
   

   
   Tatiana was adorable. It was entirely to please her that Phyllis had agreed to join the committee. It was, she told herself,
     a public duty. All the same, she was not entirely happy to be classified as one of the Rabbits. Though why not? Surely all
     women needed of a car was its ability to travel from place to place and to provide an opportunity for its owner to look attractive
     while doing so. This, she had found, was hard when the wind blew and clouds of dust blinded her, clung to her cheeks and chin
     and flew into her nostrils and mouth, despite the silk shields. And goggles were so very ugly. The only answer was to put
     a veil over one’s face, but then one wasn’t seen at all. It was all very difficult. Why couldn’t those silly car manufacturers
     stick something up in front of the driver to stop such inconveniences? They didn’t seem to consider ladies’ complexions at
     all.
   

   
   Tonight, she remembered as she climbed onto her new Fiat, they were to discuss hats. That would at least be interesting. And
     wasn’t there something on the agenda about that dreadful woman, Hester Hart?
   

   
   Isabel, Countess of Tunstall, committee member, watched her husband depart on the Lanchester for their Kent mansion, Martyr
     House, with relief. For a moment she had feared he had wanted to remain for dinner, and that would be awkward because Cousin
     Hugh was in town, and to dine with him as a family relation (and very close friend) would be not only respectable but highly desirable. After all, he did live in the country at Richmond so until she had purchased her Royce she had few opportunities to see him. Motorcars were undoubtedly
     extremely useful. No one would think it strange nowadays to see a lady driving a motorcar unescorted. It was considered sporting,
     and what the sport was was surely up to the driver. Indeed the Ladies’ Motoring Club had revealed a consensus that such were
     the contortions of the body required for motorists, it should be officially (by the rules of society) deemed a sport, thereby
     obviating the need for corsetry – until one arrived at one’s destination, when it should be donned (unless of course the destination
     included a close gentleman friend). Isabel almost giggled, then remembered what damage this could wreak on lily-white madonna-like
     faces that carefully cultivated calmness and serenity.
   

   
   Tonight was the committee meeting, and that eccentric woman Hester Hart would be on the agenda. Isabel had a moment’s uneasiness.
     She had not yet encountered her at the club, but some years ago she had been introduced to Hester – had she been formally
     introduced? She couldn’t remember. What she did remember was that something unpleasant had happened, something to do with
     His Majesty when Prince of Wales, but whatever it was could not possibly be of any importance now, could it?
   

   
   Auguste, ready for the evening in tail coat and white tie, was watching Tatiana and her maid in their nightly battle to array
     his wife in full evening dress. The battle was between Eloise, who wished her mistress to do full justice both to her beauty
     and to her own prowess as a maid, and Tatiana who wished to get the whole ordeal over as quickly as possible in order to return
     to the more interesting aspects of life such as motorcars. He was aware that most husbands were never permitted to view such intimate scenes but he found it a rare chance to talk to Tatiana as well as a fascinating look into the deeper mysteries
     of social ritual. It was like the preparation of a grand dish, perhaps a caneton. There were the bones, covered with luscious flesh which in turn was crowned by a sauce perfectly chosen for the dish and
     the occasion. Tonight Tatiana’s sauce was wide-sashed ivory silk with a satin underskirt and colourful embroidered panels.
     Once the sauce was selected, then came the garnish. Tatiana had a tendency towards impatience over jewels, flowers and fans,
     but he had counselled her into wisdom. The correct garnish was essential, for appearance was a key to taste and taste to the
     conveyance of the true message of the dish.
   

   
   ‘Why do you not want Hester Hart to join the committee?’ Auguste watched fascinated as Tatiana wriggled impatiently and Eloise
     struggled with the fastenings of a Romanov diamond necklace said, Tatiana had once told him casually, to have belonged to
     Catherine the Great.
   

   
   ‘You always know if meat or fish are bad even though they may be disguised by sauces or spices. How?’

   
   ‘By instinct, which of course is not instinct, but the experience of a thousand other such dishes.’

   
   ‘That’s how I know too. I’ve met a lot of Englishwomen. Many I like, many I do not, either personally or as a type, but Hester
     Hart is different. Every time I meet her I smell trouble, Auguste. She is charming to me, she’s lively to listen to, interesting
     to look at, the toast of London, and yet, and yet . . .’
   

   
   “‘I do not like thee, Dr Fell/The reason why I cannot tell,’” Auguste quoted for her.

   
   ‘She does not add up as a dish, Auguste. She has explored Syria, Iraq, Northern Africa, and many other places, all on her own. She is a great and intrepid traveller, and yet now she has decided to settle in England.’
   

   
   ‘London and England have much to offer.’

   
   ‘But the taste for danger does not die so easily, Auguste. It lives on and has to be fed.’

   
   ‘That is why she has joined your club,’ he pointed out reasonably. ‘She will travel in fast motorcars instead of trekking
     or going by camel or horse. She will be a Racer, though, not a Rabbit.’
   

   
   ‘Sometimes I feel I have more in common with Hortensia Millward than with my committee,’ its president announced. ‘Why did
     we pick two Racers who talk only of gradients, grease cups and Gordon Bennett Cups, and two Rabbits who don’t know a worm-gear
     from a goose-neck?’
   

   
   ‘What trouble could Miss Hart cause if she were on the committee?’

   
   ‘I don’t know. That’s the danger.’

   
   He watched Tatiana throwing on the last items of garnish with less attention than he would have paid to the placing of an
     olive, and thought longingly of the moment that they would be home again and the process be reversed.
   

   
   ‘And the hats, my love. What danger can they pose?’

   
   ‘You’d be surprised,’ his wife informed him darkly.

   
   How could ladies get so heated over such an issue? Auguste wondered. Then he remembered Plum’s, the gentlemen’s club where
     he had been chef for several years, and the passionate arguments over the ritual of Plum’s Passing. If gentlemen could come
     to blows over demolishing a meringue replica of Napoleon, could ladies be expected to be different over hats? He fervently
     hoped so, because in Plum’s case it had led to murder.
   

   
   
   
   Auguste cautiously ventured into the club kitchen. True, he had left it in safe hands, but one could never be absolutely certain until one’s own eye was satisfied. Was all ready? The sauce for the filets de sole, the chiffonade for the consommé, the homard à la Mornay, the poularde à la Nantua, poularde Alexandra, the crème Anglaise – ah, yes, he deduced this was prepared by the fact that Pierre’s sugar nippers were lying on the table. Perfection would
     elude him while such details were overlooked. Routine was as important as the creative part of cooking. Or was it? he wondered.
     Pierre was an inspired cook, with a flair that owed nothing to conventional training. He had told Auguste he had been trained
     at the Marseille Hôtel Grande, but Auguste had his suspicions that his stay there had been brief and Pierre’s miraculous affinity
     with both fish and fowl owed more to the back streets of the city than the hotels it boasted in Baedeker’s Guides. Had Napoleon
     been lucky enough to sink exhausted by the roadside anywhere near Pierre Calille, he would have had a dish far superior to
     chicken Marengo.
   

   
   ‘There is something wrong with the tongue?’ Pierre appeared at his side, face strained and anxious as he saw Auguste peering
     into the tinplate press.
   

   
   ‘No, Pierre,’ Auguste replied hastily. Pierre took criticism hard. Indeed, who could complain at the satisfying red tongue
     within and its exhilarating aroma of pungent spices? ‘I was thinking of Napoleon.’
   

   
   ‘Ah.’ Pierre’s anxious face relaxed into its usual placid contours. ‘A great man of the people.’

   
   In the interests of dinner, Auguste forbore to point out that the peoples of Italy, Egypt, Germany, Poland, Russia, etc. might
     not agree with this definition.
   

   
   ‘You have much experience of murder, I am told, monsieur,’ Pierre continued. ‘Do you believe he was poisoned by the British, as rumour says?’

   
   Why was it that once an unwelcome thought decided to enter one’s mind, everybody and everything was only too happy to remind
     you of it? ‘No. The English had nothing to gain from his murder, and they are a ruthless but practical nation. Unless,’ Auguste
     added fairly, ‘a trivial cause arouses their passions.’
   

   
   Like committee meetings and hats, the unwelcome thought of murder helpfully nudged. Or even Hester Hart.

   
   ‘Any other business?’ Tatiana had planned the most infinitesimal of pauses before launching, thankfully, into the security
     arrangements for the Dolly Dobbs. She did not receive it.
   

   
   ‘That hat!’ boomed Lady Bullinger instantly. ‘The obvious solution is a gentleman’s cap, like I wear. Plenty of room to stick
     the badge on.’
   

   
   Tatiana’s heart sank. She was fond of Maud but she was undoubtedly formidable both in temperament and reputation. Fortunately
     she drove in so many races she was unable to grace the club as often as she’d like, a fact her husband Sir Algernon probably
     welcomed as well for much the same sort of reason.
   

   
   ‘But a cap won’t take a veil, Maud,’ Agatha pointed out.

   
   ‘Who needs one?’

   
   Tatiana tried hard not to gaze at Lady Bullinger’s weather-beaten complexion.

   
   ‘Why not something very large to keep off the rain, full-brimmed with flowers and perhaps feathers cut into motorcar shapes
     on top,’ Phyllis suggested brightly.
   

   
   
   ‘We’d take off like kites in the wind, Phyllis,’ Agatha pointed out kindly.

   
   Tatiana had a pleasant vision of her committee borne off instantly into the sky and left permanently on a cloud. Individually
     each member of it might be reasonable, together decisions were as hard to reach as when Auguste agonised over a new recipe.
   

   
   ‘Not if it doesn’t have a tall crown.’ Isabel considered her fellow Rabbit’s proposition seriously.

   
   ‘It has to carry the badge.’ Maud thumped the table. ‘A cap’s what’s needed. I can pull mine over my ears.’
   

   
   ‘I’m sure my ears don’t need covering,’ Isabel informed them. She touched one lightly to indicate how petal-like they still
     were despite their thirty-five years.
   

   
   ‘Are you implying that I have large ears?’ Maud thundered in astonishment.
   

   
   ‘How about a tricorne?’ Agatha suggested. ‘It’s very fashionable. We could tie a veil round that.’

   
   ‘We’d look like upside-down Christmas gifts,’ Phyllis giggled.

   
   The Duchess cast her a look of great dislike. ‘Then I vote for Maud’s cap.’

   
   ‘But your ears are beautiful,’ Isabel remarked innocently.
   

   
   ‘How about a tam o’shanter?’ Tatiana said hastily, seeing Maud was about to erupt.

   
   ‘Very sporting,’ Agatha said approvingly.
   

   
   ‘I don’t want to look sporting, I want to look pretty,’ Phyllis declared.

   
   When all else fails, change the subject, Tatiana thought quickly. The atmosphere was getting even tenser than she’d feared
     and surely that could not all be due to hats. ‘There is a suggestion on the table that Miss Hester Hart, being of such international repute, should be asked to join the committee.’
   

   
   There was immediate silence as four committee members inspected the ink blotters and paper before them with intense interest.

   
   So she was going to have to break it. Tatiana steeled herself. ‘In principle, I feel it is not a good plan to invite such
     a new member to join us before we can call ourselves truly established as a committee.’
   

   
   ‘A lady in the public eye such as she is could do the club nothing but good.’ Phyllis had least qualms about speaking first.
     ‘There is talk of Ellis and Walery issuing a postcard of her in Arabian costume, and darling Roderick says she is a most remarkable
     lady.’
   

   
   ‘You did not seem to think her remarkable when you contributed that article to The Ladies’ Companion last year about how the true role of women was to provide comfort and beauty for gentlemen, and that women who galloped across
     deserts on camels or horses must be lacking in true womanliness,’ Isabel pointed out.
   

   
   ‘I never said that,’ Phyllis wailed. ‘Anyway, someone wrote it all for me.’

   
   ‘The club needs more real drivers like Miss Hart,’ Lady Bullinger trumpeted, ‘and fewer of those who refuse to venture out in their motorcars when
     there’s a cloud this side of the Equator.’
   

   
   ‘I have to think of my complexion,’ Phyllis cried, stung at this broadside from darling Roderick’s godmother.

   
   ‘All that stage lighting, no doubt,’ Agatha murmured. ‘It’s a trifle bumpy.’

   
   Phyllis glared. ‘I vote for the suggestion.’

   
   ‘I don’t,’ Isabel said. She had remembered just how Miss Hart’s plans for the Diamond Jubilee in ’97 had cut across her own, and the last thing she wanted was the same lady in a position of power now.

   
   ‘I do,’ Lady Bullinger declared magnanimously. ‘Give the woman a chance.’

   
   ‘Do you know her?’ Tatiana asked curiously. She had the impression that on the few occasions Hester had so far visited the
     club, Maud had almost pointedly tried to evade her.
   

   
   Lady Bullinger looked stubborn. ‘Well enough.’ She cleared her throat to indicate the discussion was over.

   
   ‘And I vote against her,’ said Agatha. ‘I feel there would be far too much public attention focused on her, and not on the
     motorcars.’ Especially the Dolly Dobbs, she thought. ‘So you have the casting vote, Your Highness.’
   

   
   Tatiana disliked being addressed as Your Highness, preferring Mrs Didier, though reluctantly bowed to the way of the world
     and allowed her royal rank to be used for official club purposes. She also disliked being put in this position. ‘I vote no.’
   

   
   ‘I don’t think Hester will like it.’ Phyllis suddenly looked nervous.

   
   ‘She won’t know unless someone chooses to tell her,’ Isabel pointed out comfortingly.

   
   ‘No one would discuss private committee business, surely,’ Tatiana said firmly.

   
   ‘It has happened,’ Agatha murmured.

   
   ‘If the cap fits,’ Maud rumbled, and Agatha looked furious.

   
   ‘Ah yes, let’s return to the issue of the hat,’ Tatiana broke in hastily. It might be her imagination, but she remembered
     Auguste saying that one could smell a dangerous situation devloping like the rising aroma of garlic and spices fried in oil.
   

   
   
   
   The dining room of the Ladies’ Motoring Club was palatial, light and airy, unlike so many gentlemen’s clubs he had seen. Auguste
     had instantly approved. With its pale green walls, Adam fireplaces and elegant columns, it was a suitable setting for Didier
     dishes.
   

   
   The arrangement of the tables had been the subject of much discussion when the club had opened in March. Should there be a
     communal table, or separate tables? Compromise had been established with a communal table at luncheon and separate tables
     in the evening, so that gentlemen should not be foisted on those ladies seeking immunity from masculine company. This principle
     had been bent a little to permit a permanent male maître d’, though his staff was female. A restaurant, it was agreed, was
     primarily a social venue, not for technical motorcar discussions, and all opposition vanished when Luigi had presented himself
     for the position. Eyes that melted as softly as butter into a hollandaise, was Tatiana’s description of him to Auguste, who
     was more impressed by his gifts of diplomacy. Now, he was as indispensable as the fluted pillar in the centre of the restaurant.
   

   
   Unfortunately Auguste was all too well aware of the paragon’s shortcomings. The liquid eyes turned to flint and diplomacy
     deserted him whenever he came face to face with Pierre. Pierre was of mere peasant stock, while he, Luigi Peroni, apparently
     came from a family once closely related to the former dukes of Milan. Whether this relationship was blessed by the clergy,
     and how such a scion of a noble house was reduced to earning a living, Luigi never explained. The liquid eyes said it all.
     Like the mouse in Mr Carroll’s delightful story, Tatiana explained to Auguste, Luigi had a long and sad tale.
   

   
   
   The feud between kitchen and restaurant was the reason Auguste insisted on being seated conveniently near the kitchen. When
     they first saw the cook dining with their president, new members of the club had eyed him askance, then viewed Tatiana pityingly
     when they discovered the relationship. It was gradually accepted, however, that if His Majesty could countenance his marrying
     into the royal family, they should be able to tolerate a mere dinner in his company.
   

   
   ‘I should have made the sorrel sauce myself,’ Auguste suddenly exclaimed.

   
   ‘Auguste, it is perfect. I know it is.’ Tatiana sighed.
   

   
   ‘How can you know,’ he agonised, halfway poised between being seated and being upright, ‘until you have tasted it?’
   

   
   ‘Because everything you cook is perfect, and because you would not have left it if you had not had confidence in your chef.
     That is why you have one.’
   

   
   He considered this. ‘But do you not remember the time I deserted the rhubarb sauce and it tasted like stale water?’
   

   
   ‘That was an unfortunate accident. No one could have anticipated your sauce chef would discover at the critical moment that
     his wife had taken the butcher as her lover.’
   

   
   ‘But I feel something is about to go wrong.’ He sat down with this dire warning.

   
   ‘If so, it will not be with your cooking. It is much more likely to be concerned with hats. Phyllis decided she wanted a high-crowned
     Romney hat perched on her golden curls, and carried Isabel and Agatha with her. With veils tied round we’ll look like white
     chimneypots. Maud is furious.’
   

   
   It was true, Auguste conceded, that the dinner seemed to be going well. Lady Bullinger was dining with Phyllis Lockwood, for
     once without her fiancé Roderick Smythe.
   

   
   
   Agatha and Edward, the Duke and Duchess of Dewbury, were with two strangers. No, not strangers. The man was her protégé, Harold
     Dobbs, inventor of the Dolly Dobbs, so the other lady, who looked a little like a crazed terrier, must be his wife Judith.
     Isabel, the languid, beautiful Countess of Tunstall, was also at their table together with the gentleman he had first taken
     to be the Earl since he was here so frequently, until Tatiana had enlightened him. He was her cousin, Hugh Francis, and Tatiana
     was convinced that all languidness vanished when they were alone together. Tonight the young and giddy Miss Dazey was with
     them; it was her first season in society and, as they all knew to their cost, her first on a motorcar. She took both at the
     same dashing pace. Unknown to her parents, she had also developed a passion for young Leo, Fred Gale’s good-looking assistant.
   

   
   By the time the entremets arrived, Auguste had relaxed and barely cast them a glance for imperfections. All around talk seemed
     to be of the Dolly Dobbs and speculation as to what magic it could possess that could give it a greater range than twenty-five
     miles out and twenty-five miles back. Magic? Magic was not for motorcars; it was for entremets, and entrées. Happily Auguste looked forward to the presentation of the
     cerises à la reine.
   

   
   He looked round for Luigi, and to his horror saw him locked in hissing angry argument with Pierre who was making a completely
     illegal and unscheduled appearance in the dining room.
   

   
   ‘What is this, and why are you here?’ he demanded furiously, leaping up, prepared to investigate calamity.
   

   
   Luigi was happy to enlighten him. ‘It’s the cherries, Mr Didier. I’m sorry to say I’ve a complaint that they’re burned.’

   
   ‘If he comes to my place of work, then I can come to his,’ Pierre informed his superior sulkily. ‘They are not burned.’
   

   
   ‘Let me taste them,’ Auguste ordered grimly.

   
   He was eagerly handed a dish of cerises à la reine and, all pleasure in the prospect vanished, he tasted the dish. It was stronger than usual, too much kirsch perhaps, but
     burned? Perhaps that was— Auguste was suddenly aware that no one was paying either him or the cherries their due attention.
   

   
   The eyes of the whole room were riveted on the entrance to the restaurant where, posed at the top of the three steps, was
     a late diner. The face was familiar to Auguste – it had much been in the Illustrated London News, even though he had not been present on her earlier visits to the club. It was an interesting face, if not conventionally
     handsome. It belonged to Hester Hart who was clad ostentatiously in Arabian dress. It was not her dress, however, that was
     causing such a sensation this evening. She was possessively clasping the arm of someone very familiar to the Ladies’ Motoring
     Club. It was Roderick Smythe, famous racing driver and fiancé of Phyllis Lockwood; he stood self-consciously but pink with
     pride, looking everywhere but in the direction of the Bullinger-Lockwood table.
   

   
   Astonishment ranged from the mildly curious to outright shock, Auguste observed, once he was over his own surprise. Harold
     Dobbs looked frightened, Lady Bullinger furious, the Countess highly amused, Hugh embarrassed, and poor Phyllis Lockwood was
     white with horror.
   

   
   Luigi, diplomatically impervious as ever, showed the new arrivals to a table as far from Phyllis’s as possible. But Hester
     went out of her way to choose a route that led them past her rival. Ignoring all rules of polite dining, she stopped and cried
     loudly for the edification of the room. ‘Hugh, how delightful. And Edward too.’ A pause, then: ‘And dear Agatha, Isabel and Maud. So wonderful to see you again. And Phyllis too of course.’ The latter greeting was perfunctory.
   

   
   ‘I was right,’ Tatiana hissed. ‘She’s trouble.’

   
   Unable to disagree, Auguste abandoned the cherries and took refuge in the pêches Maintenon. They, at least, were exquisite.
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